So Far Under 


Author: lanlilithi3l6 


Bands: Alice in Chains, Pearl Jam 


Characters: Jerry Cantrell, Layne Staley, Matt Cameron, Stone Gossard 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Mar 14 2020 20:20:33 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Somebody Check My Brain 


Author's Notes: 
BIFFNO 2020! 


This is going to be a multichaptered monstrosity similar to the Supernatural fanfic "The Last Outpost of All 
That Is" https://archiveofourownorg/works/I186042°view_adult =true 
That was my inspiration anyway. Its starting off slow, bear with me. 


The event caused ripples around the world Many lost everything-their families, their homes, their livelihoods. 
Commerce plummeted and there was much pillaging and looting. Lawlessness abounded. In the midst of the 
tragedy, what many had come to refer to as simply the Cataclysm, there were survivors who took their own 
lives and some that took their families with them. Jerry was among those who lost everything. His father, his 
home, the love of his life. All gone in less time than it takes to blink an eye. Looking up from the rubble of the 
Double J, he found that he was numb. He wasn't sure why he survived, or how, just that he was here and 
Layne was gone. Ripped from his arms. The deadly force of the winds were too much for someone as small as 


Layne. It was like a bomb went off. Boom, everything gone. 


It helps to understand that this event had been predicted for some time. Leading scientists had warned about 
the deterioration of the rain forest, all the fires and changing weather patterns would eventually lead to a 
deadly world wide weather event that would decimate the population, effectively setting the world back several 
hundred years if anyone survived. Still, it came as a shock when it happened. Living in Oklahoma, Jerry was no 
stranger to tornadoes or even severe storms. He would have liked to think he was prepared for this kind of 
thing. Truthfully, nobody was. Nobody knew what was going to hit them until it did. There wasn't even time to 


reach the shelter, and it was over within a few minutes. 


It had been three months since the Cataclysm. Atoka was gone, and there were no survivors left that Jerry 


had found. Could he really be the last survivor? And if so, what did that mean for him? 


He vowed he would search and try to find anyone who might have survived this event. He wanted to help 
people, and besides, he was lonely. Everyone and everything he knew was gone and over. So, with this in mind 


he hopped into his badly damaged truck and set out of town, searching for anyone left. 


He Aint Gonna Die 


Author's Notes: 
This is gonna get really heavy, really fast. 


And he drove on, praying that someone, anyone might be found. He surveyed the damage across the state of 
Oklahoma. The most painful sight was that everything he once knew was reduced to rubble and ashes. It looked 
like a war zone. f anyone was still alive, iT was likely they were still underground, scared to traverse the 
dangerous rubble up above. Wires hissed, small floods threatened to make driving dangerous. It was a miracle 


that Jerry survived this, let alone anyone else. 


Many small towns were devastated, as they had no warring of the imminent danger. Jerry surmised that as 
much as a third of the world's population could be among the dead This wouldn't include those that took their 
lives in despair, of course, but at this point, he didn't know that. And he drove on. 


At the state line, just before crossing into Colorado, Jerry stopped at a Sonoco station to take a leak and grab 
a snack The place was deserted, of course, so he couldn't say he felt bad about just taking the pack of slim 
jims, reaching across the counter to grab a carton of Marlboro lights. Sure, he had quit smoking years ago, 
but circumstances were different. The world as he knew it had ended, and with it, so had his so-called 
sobriety. Not that he would find anyone to give him anything stronger, but he supposed he could raid a 


pharmacy should the need arise. 


Pulling into Colorado, he lit up a smoke and inhaled deeply, fighting the urge to cry. "Not worth it, man. what's 
done is done." And still, he missed Layne. The music they made together, the love they made every night. Even 
now, if he closed his eyes, he could hear Layne whispering in the dark, words of love and ecstasy. Their bodies 
knew each other and instantly reacted when they came together. And now his Layne, his precious Layne, was 
gone. He wanted to assume that Layne had just blown skyward, that he didn’t feel a thing, and that he never 
hit the ground. It was much easier to believe that he had just ascended into heaven as he went. The 
alternative was too much to bear, too painful. 


What would Layne say if he were in Jerry's position? Knowing him, he would find a way to make a joke about 
the whole thing. He would keep himself together here. His Layne was much stronger than Jerry was. Layne was 
his rock, his angel. Now his angel was singing somewhere else. 


The tears fell. No use in trying not to break down anymore. The agony of what had happened was too fresh. 
Jerry vowed to find a pharmacy at first opportunity to get loaded, to forget. No use in pretending to be sober 
anymore. He was playing a dangerous game, one that he knew he might not win. And yet, he wanted to be 
reunited with his Layne, so he didn't care. 


Promise to Hold You Close and Pray 


Author's Notes: 

Continuing the story here. Jerry has nightmares. He tries to beat them down with drugs and booze. We meet 
Stone and learn of what happened to him during the Cataclysm. We get a little insight into Stone's brain as well. 
Title of the chapter is from the Muse song "Falling away with you." 


Jerry baby! Get up, there's a storm coming! It's gonna be really bad. Let's go to the shelter now! 
Layne, we live in Oklahoma, just let it blow over. 
Jerry! Come on, lets gol Sirens are blaring. No time, no time! 


The house collapsed, the roof caved in, and suddenly Layne was gone. In an instant, in a heartbeat. Jerry 
screamed. 

Jerry woke with his heart pounding, his body sweat slicked. He was curled up in the cab of his old truck, the 
nightmare still fresh behind his eyes. 

Another nightmare about the Cataclysm. This time, he wasn't going to take anymore chances with sleeping. He 
vowed to stay awake as long as he could. Load up on caffeine, No Doz, whatever necessary to stop himself 
from sleeping, to keep driving. He would drive until he couldn't anymore. 

Layne's screams haunted him while he was awake, too. The bloodcurdling scream of someone being blown away, 
ripped apart by nature and by unknown acts of God. He found people smashed into trees and with walls blown 
down over them in the days following the event. Thankfully, he hadn't found Layne's corpse. He was pretty 
sure he would have killed himself if he had. Finding his dad in the rubble of the house was bad enough. The 
Rooster, the man who couldn't be killed by Vietnam. The man who survived insurmountable odds and became 
this larger than life person, killed by forces of unstoppable nature. 

Jerry had given him an informal cremation, as it wasn't safe to bury him in the ground. By that time, the 
ground was so unstable that if he had attempted to dig a hole, he was sure it would have resulted in a 
landslide. So he gave a eulogy, quickly lit a match, and gave his dad the most respectful sendoff he could, in 
the circumstances provided. 


In a small town outside Denver, Jerry found a small mom and pop pharmacy. Unmanned, he jumped behind the 
counter and gathered up anti-anxiety pills, pain pills, sleeping medications, anything he figured would help him or 
anyone else he came across, if anyone was even still alive. He quickly popped two Xanax, washing it down with a 


warm half bottle of Bud. If he was breaking all rules of sobriety, he was going to go all the way down. 


A few hundred miles down the road, he found a small makeshift shelter. He pulled up beside it, and jumped out 
of his truck. He could hear voices inside. Praying it wasnt just a radio someone had left on before dying in the 
Cataclysm, he opened the blanket that served as a door. Inside sat a young man. This man was clearly 


frightened, and also armed. He was short, with long shoulder length brown hair and huge blue eyes. Clearly 


overcome by this sight of another human being, he burst into tears. 


"Hey, hey. It's okay. I'm not gonna hurt you." Jerry said. 
"Don't take my food! | have a gun!" said the young man. 


"Man, | have my own food and you don't need to threaten me with a gun What's your name? Mine's Jerry, l'm 


from Oklahoma." 


Stone looked like he didn't want to trust his own eyes. Here was someone else, someone in much the same boat 
as he. Still, having gone weeks with no contact whatsoever with others had rendered him somewhat socially 


awkward and anxious. 
"Stone. My family is gone. |-- | don't know what I'm going to do. " 


Jerry looked thoughtful, then smiled. "Well, Stone, | lost my home and my family. I'm not on my way to 
anywhere in particular, but | figured two of us are better than one. l'm just trying to see if | can help anyone 


on my way." 


Stone still wasn't sure if he should trust Jerry. After all, just this morning he was thinking no one was alive 


but him. But then he realized he missed having friends. So he decided, why not. 
“Alright, man. I'll go with you." 


So one became two and the adventure had really begun. On the drive, they didn't speak much. Finally, Stone 
broke the silence. He began to open up about his family, seeing them perish before his eyes. "Man, | don't know 


why | didn't die. | lost my parents, my girlfriend, my home. But l'm still here. HOW?" 


Jerry couldn't help but hone in on that small detail. Girlfriend. So he wasn't gay, maybe he was bi. A man could 
hope. Stone was too good looking for his own good. He figured it was too crass to linger on that small detail of 
sexuality. They'd cross that bridge if and when they came to it. Jerry enjoyed a challenge, and Stone 
represented everything he missed in a friend. He still missed his Layne, however, as a few days later Stone 
discovered firsthand. Jerry had finally fallen asleep, his body exhausted from non stop driving and the caffeine 
and drug abuse. After years of sobriety, he just couldn't take it anymore. And he had a nightmare, in which he 
screamed for Layne again Stone woke up to his agonized painful screaming and moaning, realized what was 
happening, and shook Jerry awake. When Jerry opened his eyes, Stone gazed into them intently. "Who was 
Layne?" he asked. 


Jerry sighed. Might as well come clean. "Layne was my fiance. We were due to be married this summer. He 
had helped me get sober and saved me from a very dark time in my life. He was my soulmate, and he was 


ripped from my arms by the wind" 


Stone listened, finally understanding. Jerry was at least bi, which would make it difficult for Stone. For the first 
time, he noticed how attractive Jerry was. It was like admitting his sexuality opened up the possibility that 


there could be something between them. But he wasn't going to let on about that yet. Now wasn't the time or 


place. 


Show Me How to Live 


Author's Notes: 

This is getting good, finally. | am putting poor Jerry through the ringer here with his drug use. Stone is a very 
supportive friend. No smut yet, we're getting there though 

Chapter title from the Audioslave song 


The miles continued to roll on, the days began to run together. Still, Jerry didn't know where he was headed. He 
entertained the idea of stopping somewhere and settling in, for some familiarity and some comfort for himself 


and for Stone. The thought didn't last, however, and he drove on. 


Stone, for his part, was being a faithful road companion. He began to open up more about his life, well, the life 
he had before the event happened. He was getting ready to propose to his girl. She was beautiful, everything 
he ever wanted. He was completely gutted when she died. He thought once or twice about joining her, just to 
end the pain. He couldn't help but think that Jerry, with his golden locks, looked much like a male version of his 
Samantha. If he squinted just right, he could pretend she was still with him, sitting beside him. Of course, it 
was Jerry. Not his Jerry, not yet anyway. Maybe sometime, if he could convince Jerry to quit running and see 


what was in front of him. 


Jerry continued to dull his pain with alcohol and pills. At least the nightmares had ceased, for the time being 
anyway. He would figure out what to do if and when they came back. For now, the sweet burn of the 
chemicals in his nostril was a reminder, however harsh, that he was still alive. He had to admit, however 
ruefully, that years of sobriety had been so easy to undo. Before losing Layne, he wouldn't have thought twice 
about throwing it all away like this. Times had changed, and he was a broken man. He had never been a 
religious type, but he found himself fervently hoping that if God existed and heaven was real, that Layne had 
made his way there. He couldn't, wouldn't allow for any alternative. He still felt as though he should find his 
way to the love of his life, but something, or maybe someone, kept him grounded on Earth. That someone was 
Stone. Had he ever imagined that someone so opposite could become a good friend in such a short time, well, 
he didn't think he had. Stone had common ground with him, having lost everything. They bonded on that level, 
and slowly began to share interests and hobbies. He found out Stone was also a musician. Guitar, to be exact. 


Seemed as though it were kismet. Things are meant to be when they occur, no sooner and no later. 


They stopped for the night at a motel in the middle of nowhere. Jerry entered the office and searched for 
signs of life, but there were none to be seen Maybe he and Stone were truly the only ones left. It seemed 
more and more likely that this could be the case, but he still couldn't confirm it and had no way of doing so. 
The internet had been down since the Cataclysm, and he hadn't been near a TV. The radio didn't work. If anyone 


still existed on this planet, they were still hiding in case of looters. He was lucky to have found Stone. 


Jerry found the keys to the rooms, and after asking Stone if he was okay with sharing, they entered. It was 
one bed, but honestly it didn't matter. They needed to be close to one another. It helped with the sadness and 


the loneliness. Jerry pulled off his jeans, tossing them to the side of the room. Stripped down to his boxers, he 
lay down on the mattress, covered with the blankets, and willed his racing mind to stop looping scenarios. Stone 
did the same, and snuggled in close to his friend. They were all the other had in the world that was left, and 
for now, being near was all that they needed. Whatever tomorrow might bring, they were comforted by the 
sanctity of the night and these moments they shared together. 


Still Have the Time to Sing My Song 


Author's Notes: 

Chapter title from "My Song" by Jerry Cantrell. 

| am really enjoying writing this story from a post apoc setting. lm toying with the idea that they are both 
the only survivors, but I'm pretty sure they aren't. They just aren't looking hard enough, or maybe they only 
really care that they've found each other. 


Enjoy and thanks for reading! I'm very pleased at the response this is getting. 


This time, when the nightmares began, they ended just as soon. Jerry started sweating and shaking in his sleep, 
moaning and crying out for Layne, and Stone immediately woke up and rolled over, holding Jerry, stroking his 
hair. Stone realized what kind of role he was fulfilling for Jerry, and also realized that in the week he had 
known him, he had fallen for him. He wanted to deny it, but Jerry possessed this otherworldly magnetism that 
could lure anyone to him. Stone just happened to be the unsuspecting idiot who lost all sense in the presence of 
this gorgeous man. Stone was no stranger to the company of men. He might have had a long time girlfriend, 
but his first sexual experiences had been with men. He just tired of the bar scene after a while and found a 
girl to settle with. This made his parents happy. His parents were old school, concerned with how their son's 
experimentation made them look to the rest of the town. He mostly kept his dalliances secret, for fear of his 
mother and her church becoming disappointed in the man he had become. It was bad enough he had long hair 
and played guitar in a rock band. He had no idea where Eddie, Mike, Jeff, or Matt were now, or even if they 
were still alive. In the weeks he had been hiding in his tent, he never ventured out except to the corner store 
to get bread and lunch meat once a day. When Jerry happened upon him, he had lost all hope that anyone else 
had made it out alive. He really had no intentions of shooting him, but the fear was definitely real and tangible 
that day. 


And now here they were, sharing a motel bed. Nothing had happened of course. It wasn't the time. Stone had 
found himself fantasizing, though. It had been nearly a month since he had any kind of sexual release. Damn 
but he missed Sam. He often closed his eyes and saw her, blue eyes shining, long corn silk hair flowing freely 
down her shoulders. She was a vision, for sure. She loved her peasant skirts and her prairie tops, and she 
always wore flip flops. She never bothered with makeup or anything like that. She was a simple country girl, 


would have made a great mother. 


Sigh. 
That was all in the past now. Time to focus on the present. 


The present. Jerry. Stone. Motel bed. Get it together, Gossard! You end up in the presence of a beautiful body 
and suddenly you start thinking with the wrong head. 


Could you blame him though? Jerry, a vision himself. He could only imagine what was hiding beneath those 
tight painted on jeans. Speaking of which, those tight jeans were now on the floor across the room. The man 
was nearly naked next to him. Not that he would take advantage of the situation, but he could give himself a 


release. 


He stood up and padded into the bathroom. Turning on the light, he stepped into the tub and turned the 
shower on full blast. His hands wandered down his flat stomach, trailing down to his cock He was rather 
blessed in that department. He had never had any complaints as far as size. Some said he was a bit too big. He 
liked to think people enjoyed challenges. Speaking of challenges, he knew Jerry's cock was rather large. He had 
seen the outline in his boxers. 

He grasped the shaft and began squeezing, pumping back and forth. He imagined Jerry behind him, preparing 
him to take him. He began panting, slowly finding his rhythm. Squeezing harder and pumping faster, lost in the 
sensations he was feeling, he swallowed a cry in his throat. Streams of white spurted out of his cock as he 
sighed Jerry's name, lost in the sound of the rushing water. He might be in trouble but hell might not be so 
bad after all. Finishing his shower, he turned the water off and grabbed a towel, surveying his reflection in the 
mirror. He had seen better days but he still looked pretty good for what he had been through. 


Crawling back into bed, Stone noticed that Jerry had been soothed back into sleep. Stone prayed that better 
days were ahead for both of them. 


Nothing Seems to Break Me 


Author's Notes: 
Hahahaha l'm so mean, leaving this at a cliffhanger. 
| promise good things come to those who wait. 


(| said come. Excuse me while my inner 12 year old cackles for 20 minutes) 


Jerry lit a cigarette, standing by the window. He had gone to the store down the street and stolen a carton, 
plus some Pepsi, beer, and Doritos. He reflected on everything that has happened and found himself amazed 

that despite it all, he was the one still here. 

Before he could get too lost in thought, though, Stone woke up, sighed, and smiled at him. "Good morning, you 
okay?" Stone asked. 


"Yeah, man, just thinking. It's been a rough month." 


Stone knew that was the truth. What was left to say about it though? They would only continue the cycle of 


pain and sadness. He decided to switch tactics. 

"So, what's next?" 

Jerry was confused for a moment and then realized Stone was asking him where they were going from here. 
"Honestly, | was thinking of laying low here for a while. | missed sleeping in a bed. | mean, if you are okay with 
it" 

Stone nodded. He had had enough of being on the go for a while. The night before, he had discovered that the 
TV was working and picking up some cable stations, so he watched a couple movies. It was nice to not be lost in 


his own thoughts for a change. He even found himself feeling something resembling normalcy. 


Jerry walked over to the bed and sat on the edge. "Listen, Stone. There's something | want to talk to you 
about" 


Stone swallowed hard. Here it was, the rejection. He was never good with the "we should talk" conversations. 
But Jerry looked over at Stone, and Stone was surprised to see something like adoration in his eyes. "You have 
been with me for most of this journey, keeping me from going totally insane. You've seen me go through pill 
binges and get drunk, and soothed me through my nightmares. But, there's something | need to ask" 


Stone nodded, nudging him to go on. 


"Can | kiss you?" Jerry asked, sincerity in his voice. 


It was as if the world stopped and began again in that moment. Jerry leaned in, moving closer, closing his eyes. 
Stone accepted the kiss, noting Jerry tasted of tobacco, aftershave, and peppermint, and savored the moments 
their lips touched. Stone pulled away for a moment, leaving Jerry with a slight look of hurt, and then he 
reached in, grabbed Jerry by the back of his head, and leaned in for a kiss, hard on the mouth. All of the 
frustration, the sadness, the pain, and the newfound joy was expressed in that kiss. Jerry moaned deep into 
Stone's mouth, finding himself getting turned on. Stone flicked his tongue back and forth inside Jerry's mouth, 
losing himself in the sensations he was feeling all over his body. When they broke the kiss, Jerry looked at 


Stone, as if pleading him for more. Stone asked, "what do you need?" 
"You. Give me you." 


Stone didn't have to be asked twice. He kissed Jerry again, this time touching his hands all over Jerry's shirt 
and down to his belt buckle. Jerry realized what was happening and moved his hands to his belt, undoing the 
hook and popping the button open. Stone took the opportunity to slide his hands inside Jerry's boxers until he 
found what he was looking for, and he was not disappointed in what he found. Just feeling what Jerry was 
hiding inside his pants almost sent him over the edge, but he managed to contain his overeager need. He didn't 


want this to end before they were both completely satisfied. 


He took charge, sliding Jerry's pants down and then his boxers. Jerry's cock sprang to attention, all ten inches 
standing proud. 


This was gonna be good. 


When | Look at You 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter title from the Screaming Trees song. 
Sorry for short chapter, | put this one off til the last minute today because l'm a procrastinator and also 


because l'm buried in school work. | promise I'll have more tomorrow. For now, enjoy some smut. 


Stone pushed Jerry back down on the bed, holding his wrists into place. The look on Jerry's face was one of 
pure lust and anticipation. It was clear he wanted this as bad as Stone did. Stone pressed his lips against 
Jerry's, causing Jerry to moan into his mouth. The sound of pure need was all Stone needed to roll his own 
hips against Jerry's. By now he had taken off his own pants and underwear, his cock was aching for release 
against Jerry's body. He rubbed himself up and down against Jerry's stomach, enjoying how it felt to touch and 
to grind against him. Jerry, meanwhile, was making the most beautiful moans and sighs, urging Stone to 


continue. 


Stone reached out to grab Jerry's cock, and when Jerry nodded, Stone started stroking gently, slowly. Jerry 
made beautiful noises and reached up to nibble on Stone's ear. This was a surprise, and caused Stone to gasp 
and to speed up a little. "Baby, slow down a little. | know we aren't going to last long but at least let's enjoy this 
for a moment." 

So much pent up need and frustration was between the two men that all it took was for Stone to ease himself 
on top of Jerry, slowly sitting his ass down on top of Jerry's cock. Breathing out, he waited until he was fully 
on top, and then began slowly moving up and down, teasing Jerry once more. Jerry, for his part, could only 


encourage Stone with "yes baby, that's it” 


Nothing much more was needed, no other words were shared. Just pure need and sweat, the sound of their 
bodies slapping together in time. Jerry's gorgeous face, streaked with sweat, was screwed up in a look of pure 
pleasure. They both focused on chasing their own release, as it was understood that they weren't going to last 
much longer. There would be time to slow it down and explore later, but for now, the release was what they 
craved. 

Stone was first to stutter his hips, to gasp out Jerry's name, and to spurt ropes of cum all over Jerry's 
chest. This in turn triggered Jerry to release, his cock going once, twice, and then shooting his load inside 


Stone. His eyes were screwed tight, his look of concentration only broken by the muted scream that caught 


inside his throat. 


They both lay there for a moment, enjoying the afterglow. Stone moved himself off of Jerry, planted a quick 
kiss on Jerry's forehead, and made his way into the bathroom to clean himself off. He came out a moment 


later, threw a towel at Jerry, and smiled. 


"I think we both needed that," he said as Jerry toweled himself off. Jerry felt much better, like a knot of 


tension had released inside him. He found himself wanting to take a nap, so he snuggled into a ball into the 


covers, Stone joining him and spooning his soft body around his lover. For now, all was well. 


Would You Cry Just for Me? 


Author's Notes: 
Chap title from "Burden in my hand" by Soundgarden 
550 more words about being in a motel room, post sex thoughts, and the future. 


A few hours later, Jerry woke with Stone's arm wrapped around his middle. He smiled, thinking of the beautiful 
man he had all to himself. For the first time since the event, he felt hopeful about the future. He found that 
he missed Layne still, but it wasn't as painful anymore. The void Layne left was still there, but it was partially 


filled. For Jerry, that was as close to good as new as he could ask for. 


Watching Stone sleep was a beautiful thing. His eyes twitched beneath the lids like fragile birds. His facial 
expression went from a frown to a slight smile, like he was having his own private retelling of the day's events 
inside his mind. The way his body curled up against Jerry's made Jerry feel warm inside. 

Stone had given him his trust and he felt Stone was about to give him his heart as well. So much had 
happened in such a small space of time that it didn't seem untoward or uncomfortable to Jerry. He was happy 
to have someone to share his time with, and his bed. For now, the nightmares had stopped. Jerry wasn't 
exactly excited to have them begin again, but the pills were helping. Maybe some day he wouldn't have to rely 


on medicating himself to ensure a degree of normalcy in his head. 

Stone stirred, opening his eyes slightly. "Hey sleepyhead," Jerry said. Realizing he was still naked, Stone 
scrambled to grab his boxers and his pants. Clearly, Jerry was enjoying the show he was giving him. His cock 
was out and proud, due to the chilly air of the motel room. "You are so gorgeous, baby," said Jerry. 


Stone, not used to being called gorgeous, blushed at the compliment. 


| was thinking we could go tomorrow, if you wanted to. | am thinking we can go to California, or maybe even 


Washington My hometown is in Tacoma." 

Stone blinked, surprised. "I'm from Seattle!" 

"Well then, small world. So how did you end up in Colorado?" 

"Samantha, my girlfriend, had family down there. We decided to move down a few years ago." 

Stone thought about it for a moment, then said, "I'd love to go back home. | mean, if anything is left" 

That was the truth, neither of them knew if anything was still standing in Seattle or anywhere else. So far on 


their journey, they had noticed there wasn't much left. It was truly a worldwide event, if the western United 
States was anything to go by. The Grand Canyon had experienced landslides, the Arizona desert had turned into 


muddy backwoods. Nothing was the way it needed to be. It was quite eerie to see. If anything was ever going to 
go back to normal, it would take time. Or nature would reclaim what humans had once destroyed and taken for 
their own selfish whims. 


"So, we spend one more night here in the middle of Nowheresville, Arizona, then we head north. And whatever 
we find, we gotta be prepared” Stone added. 


Preparation. Something they had precious little of lately. The world had been thrown into a tailspin and they 
were caught in the middle of this crazy cosmic game. Who knew what, or who, they would have to deal with. 


But they were together. 


Won't You Come and Save Me? 


Author's Notes: 
Chap title from Man in the Box. Duh. 
| felt inspired to write some truck sex. And they are starting to fall for each other. This is going to be a huge 


source of angst for Jerry in coming chaps. 


"Wake up, beautiful. We gotta get on the road!" Jerry gently shook Stone, trying to get him awake. He looked so 
peaceful while sleeping, Jerry almost didn't want to bother him. But, daylight was wasting. If they were going to 
get a good head start on their journey to Seattle, they needed to leave now. 


Stone rolled over and fluttered his eyes open "Five more minutes, mal" he said. Jerry rolled his eyes, and 


threw the pillow on Stone to startle him awake. "I've got coffee, love. Get up." 


Fine, be that way." Stone sat up and leaned in to kiss Jerry. Jerry accepted the kiss but made it clear he 
didn't have time for more by pulling away as Stone started to deepen the makeout session. "Sorry babe. Maybe 
later on. Get dressed" 


Grumbling, Stone got out of bed and made his way to the bathroom. While he was freshening himself up, Jerry 
took some pills to deaden the voices and the shadows that still threatened along the edges of his psyche. Even 
though Stone knew about his problem, he still felt ashamed of it and tried to hide it whenever possible. Stone 
had tried to talk to him about it, but every time Jerry brushed it off or changed the subject. He didn’t like to 
talk about his addictions. Layne had a problem first, and Jerry started doing drugs with him for company. It 
was great until it wasn't, and Layne ended up going to rehab first. After Jerry saw what change occurred in 
Layne, he wanted that for himself. He was just tired of the life by that point and wanted a more stable home 
with the man he loved. The most painful thing about all this is that if Layne were still here, Jerry would still 
be sober. He knew it. The painful truth was that Jerry started all of it again because of a sense of agony 
losing the love of his life. He was dead inside and wanted to be fully gone. 


But now, he had a renewed sense of purpose. Stone was starting to claw into his heart and dammit if he 
wasn't letting him. He wanted that love and he needed Stone to continue to pursue him. Maybe in time, he 


would open up to Stone. 


Stone returned from the bathroom, pants and shirt on and started to pull on his boots. As soon as he was 
dressed, he gave Jerry another quick kiss and grabbed his duffel bag. The next adventure awaited them. 


It was raining. Every time it had rained, it made Jerry nervous. Even though he knew it was unlikely to see 
another storm of the magnitude that had changed so much over the last couple months, he still couldn't 
swallow the wave of panic that welled up in his chest. He took another Xanax and prayed for the best. 


Stone filled the silence with his chatter. He talked about his life, the music he played, his missing band 
members. He told Jerry about why he was closeted for most of his life, and while he loved his Samantha, she 
always seemed like more of a sister to him. He discovered his bisexuality as a young teenager, and confessed 
that Sam was the only woman he ever slept with. He lived in hiding and he was done. "If we can make this thing 


happen, | don't want to hide anymore." 
"Baby, come over here." 


Jerry stopped the truck on the side of the road. He proceeded to kiss Stone, opening his mouth to deepen the 
kiss. Stone was getting into it, he could feel himself getting hard in his jeans. Jerry placed his hand 
surreptitiously on Stone's cock and started palming him through his jeans. Stone moved his legs apart wider to 
allow Jerry access. "Fuck it," Jerry said, and hopped out of the truck. 


Stone was a little disappointed and unsure of what Jerry's deal was, and why he stopped. He jumped out of the 
truck to see Jerry climb in the bed. Nodding, he got the hint and jumped in the bed with him. A tangle of 


hands and legs ensued, lips fighting for dominance on each other. 


Stone had to admit, Jerry was an amazing kisser and made him feel things in his cock that he had missed for 
so long. Soon, clothes were discarded and thrown out, skin on skin and sweat on sweat, with the rain pouring 


down over them. Stone had one thought, and that was that this could not be a more perfect moment. 


"Baby, get inside me now," Stone said. 


Jerry rolled Stone over on his belly, and lined up his cock inside that beautiful ass. He watched his cock sink 


inside and reveled in the sensations he felt. "Fuck." 


The rain continued, thunder crashing with the intensity of their lovemaking. They had the truck rocking as they 
moved together in the most primal dance of man. As the thunder crashed and the lightning flashed, the 
sensations got more intense. Eventually the dam broke, and with a cry out to God and to Jesus and to any 
other deity who might be listening, Jerry spilled his release inside Stone. Stone had his hands on his cock and 
when Jerry released, Stone felt his coming and then exploded all over the bed of the truck. With the storm 
gathering in intensity, they both shuddered, started to tumble back down, and felt their heartbeats go back to 


normal again. 


Stone had tears in his eyes, the intense orgasm having brought him to a broken state. Jerry held him close as 


the thunder rolled all around them, a solid rock where there hadn't been one. 


They were both beginning to succumb to the other, and it felt something close to love. 


Watch Your Fears Become Your God 


Author's Notes: 
Working on this, happy that I'm now over 6,000 words. 
Basically what transpires here is the morning after, post sex conversation of "what are we?" and it is just as 


uncomfortable as it sounds. 


And the road stretched out, seemingly endless. After stopping for a few hours to rest, they found themselves 
heading northward, toward Seattle. Toward home. Since the previous day, when they exploded along with the 
skies in a stormy sexual experience, they hadn't really talked about much more than chit chat. It felt as 
though they were deliberately avoiding the situation, as they feared getting hurt or hurting the other. Both 
had been through so much in a short period of time that openly speaking about matters of the heart would 
only cause more pain. Or so they figured. Best to keep it inside for now until they knew what to do with it. 


Jerry in particular agonized about his newfound feelings. On one end, he was falling for Stone. That much was 
obvious. He could admit that he was only human, and that the man he had slept with a few times now was 
becoming more than just a warm body to rub into and sleep next to, to get himself off in. That man had 
feelings and emotions, had been through similar tragedies, and truthfully Jerry didn't want to hurt him more. 


Stone interrupted his reverie. "So, about us." 
Jerry swallowed. Here we go. 


"What are we? Am | your boyfriend? Your friend with benefits? What do you really feel for me?" Stone asked, 


almost embarrassed to voice the words out loud. 


Honestly, Jerry wasn't sure. He obviously thought of Stone as more than a fuck buddy. But was he a 


boyfriend? Did he dare entertain the thought of being in love with someone so soon? 
‘Im getting there, Stone. Give me time." Jerry pleaded, praying it was enough for now. 


Stone wasn't exactly happy with this answer, but for now it would do. He understood where Jerry was coming 


from, so he didn't push the issue and accepted the answer. For now, anyway. Eventually they would have to 


address the 2,000 pound elephant that stared both of them down and weighed on their souls. 


And still they drove on, in silence for a few hours. The radio had come back on air and they were pleased to 
hear human voices again. So survivors did exist beyond them. They listened to some music in companionable 
silence, just enjoying the sound of the songs on the local rock stations. When Jerry decided to turn it to a 
country station, Stone protested for a moment. Jerry reasoned that it was his truck, so he chose the music. 


Besides, he was from Oklahoma. Country came with the territory. So Stone dealt with it and eventually decided 


it wasn't that terrible and some of it, he grudgingly admitted, was pretty good. 


That was the extent of the arguments, though. Stone slept a lot during the ride. He complained of being 
carsick, so he slept a lot to avoid having to feel as though he would puke while riding. At some point, Jerry 
asked if Stone would like to drive. Stone accepted, and they switched sides for a few hours, until the day 
turned into night and they decided to pull off and call it a night. While neither would have minded sex, they 


were both so wiped from driving all day that they settled for sleeping in each others arms. 


Stone found he was addicted to Jerry's scent, and it helped him drift off in a peaceful rest. There would be 
time to rip each others clothes off and jump each others bones. For now, sleep while they could. Stone kept 
replaying the scene of the back of the truck in his head while he drifted. He thoroughly wished they could do 
that again. He had never been much of a horndog, but Jerry brought out that animalistic side of him. He 
couldn't say he hated it either. He was finally figuring out where he needed to be, and it was beside this sexy 
man with the long blonde hair and the intense eyes and the giant cock. 


Jerry was a god cut from marble, and Stone would be proud to pray to his altar every day. He just prayed 


that Jerry would realize what was in front of him and not run from it. 


Faster We Run 


Author's Notes: 
| got a bit tired of the road trip so | decided to get them to Seattle already. Now the story really starts. Eddie 
is introduced, and Matt Cameron is introduced as a past love of Stone's. Hoping in the next chaps there will be 


some tension. 


Finally it seemed as though the endless miles were coming to an end. After another solid week of driving, cheap 
gas station food, and no real end in sight, they entered Washington state. The climate changed around them. No 
more unbearably stuffy humid days and nights that were barely more tolerable. The air became cooler, easier 
to breathe. No more desert as far as the eye could see, the beauty of the forests were untouched by the 
storm for the most part. The temperature dropped twenty degrees and though it was raining, it was perfect. 
Home. 


It was clear as soon as they entered the outer suburbs of Seattle that this place was a safe haven for many, 
as they finally saw other people milling about. It was safe to come out within the last few weeks according to 
the radio reports and the survivors were celebrating their good fortune and lucky to be alive. Seattle had 
always been a progressive city, a bastion of liberal politics and a place for the art freaks and weirdos. In short, 
the people who thrived during difficult times. Jerry couldn't help but feel his chest swell with pride at seeing 
it. He was truly excited to be home. 


Stone found himself overcome with emotion. Though he hadn't been in Seattle in a while, it was still the same 


old place he called his hometown. Maybe here, he could start over in the place he began. 

Pulling up to a restaurant, they got out of the truck and made their way inside. All the ghost towns they had 
been driving through for so long were forgotten in the pleasure and joy of being around people again. Seattle 
had not been hit as hard as just about everywhere else, and this could well be due to its location and general 


climate. 


Once inside, Stone noticed a short, shaggy haired man with a pointed face and a dreamy expression sitting by 
himself at the bar. He decided to go up to him and reunite. 


"Eddie? Eddie Vedder?" 
The man turned around and looked Stone in the face. "Stone Gossard? You're alive?" 
"| made it. Sam didn't. | was living in Colorado when." he trailed off, looking sad. 


Eddie made a face. Clearly he knew exactly what Stone meant when he trailed off. He had lost some friends and 


loved ones too. They all had. He knew he was lucky to have been in Seattle which had been shielded from the 


worst. 


Eddie then noticed the blonde man with Stone. 
"Anyway man, this is my friend, Jerry. We came up from Colorado together. Jerry, this is Eddie. We were in a 
band together before | met Sam. Actually, the band is how | met Sam. She wasn't a groupie like all our other 


female fans seemed to be." 


Jerry nodded knowingly. His former band was notorious for attracting women (and men) who just wanted to get 
with the members. The fans hadn't been pleased when Jerry and Layne had announced they were splitting with 
the other guys to go to Oklahoma to be together. Although he did recall some of the girls being rather excited 
at the thought of two men together. Must be a crazy female phenomenon. 


Eddie gave Jerry a good lookover. "I've seen you before. You were in Alice in Chains, weren't you?" 

"Yeah, unfortunately | don't even have a band to come back to. Layne's gone. | havent heard from Mike or Sean, 
No idea if they made it or not" Eddie's look was one of sympathy. While they hadn't suffered as many losses 
in seattle, they weren't exactly immune to losing friends anyway. The drugs had taken their toll on the music 
scene, and the storm finished the job that the drugs had begun for some unlucky few. 


Turning back to the conversation at hand, Eddie asked Stone "So. You back for good then man?" Eddie asked. 
" | think so. | mean, I'd like to think that | am going to stay anyway." 


"Good, good. Jeff's around, so is Matt. Haven't heard from McCready, but i'm hoping he is just hiding out for 
the time being." 


Stone hoped so. It would be nice to be reunited with his old friends and bandmates. He was mostly nervous 
about seeing Matt again. Last time he saw him, they had a one night stand and it was too awkward the day 
after to even speak to each other. So Stone ran away with Sam soon after he met her and that, of course, led 


to where they were now. 


"I know you and Matt have history, man, but can you put that aside for the sake of maybe getting the band 
back together?" Eddie asked. 


"Well, im kinda seeing someone else these days, so im sure if Matts good then | am too." Stone replied, suddenly 
uncomfortably aware of Jerry's presence behind him. Even though Jerry was being polite and tuning out the 
conversation, Stone knew that he could still hear what was being said, and it wasn't a pleasant thing to think 


about exes when your new lover was right there to listen 


"Matt was pretty heartbroken when you left. He was hoping something would come out of your thing. You 
guys spent just one night together?" 


"Yeah." 
Thinking of Matt's tall lanky form on top of him, his hair flopping in his face and lips tangling with tongues was 


making Stone uncomfortable, to say the least. He didn't want to have these thoughts. He really wanted to just 
get out of the restaurant and take Jerry somewhere, fuck his brains out, and forget about the past. Forget 
Matt. Forget Sam. Forget everything except the two of them. 

Jerry could sense Stone's discomfort, and asking the waitress if they could have their food to go, stood to get 
ready to head out. 


Unsure of where they were going, Jerry asked Stone if he knew of any motel rooms or other places to crash. 


Stone said he had an idea, and he would drive. 


Jerry grabbed their burgers and gave the waitress a $20 tip for her service. Stone waved goodbye to Eddie 
and gave him his cell, telling him to call him whenever. Eddie nodded and said goodbye. 


Heading out to a housing development, Stone turned down a street and pulled up in front of a nice family home. 


"This is my parents’ place. The car isn't here, so they probably aren't home." 
"Can't you call and find out?" 


"Man, you think | haven't brought people home before? My mom will just be glad | have some company. I'll deal 
with the awkward conversations later." 


"Whatever you say, Stone. | just hope your mom is okay with this." Jerry said. 


To be fair, Stone did too, but he didn't let on. He was taking charge of his life and destiny. Whatever his mom 
had to say would just have to happen. 


New Like a Baby 


Author's Notes: 

So | don't know anything about Stone's parents or the house where he grew up. This is made up in my mind. 
Pure conjecture. 

Okay, anyway, now that we got that out of the way, | feel like this story is becoming a story now. l'm not 
having to slog through the writing as much and dialog is getting easier to write. Thats a good sign. | hope. 


Chapter title from Say Hello 2 Heaven by Temple of the Dog 


Stone knocked on the door of his parents home, praying his mom wasn't there. He knew from a brief word with 
Ed through text that his mom and dad were alive and well, so there wasn't that to worry about. Holding his 
breath, he heard footsteps from inside the house. A middle aged woman answered the door. 


"Stoney!" she cried out in surprise, giving her boy a hug and nearly lifting him off the floor. Then she caught 
sight of the man standing next to him. "Whose your friend, Stoney?" 


"Mom, this is Jerry. He kinda saved my life. Sam didn't make it and--" 

"Oh, oh no. Well come on in, both of you. | suppose you might be hungry?" 

"No mom, actually we just ate--" 

‘Nonsense! | won't be responsible for you both going hungry. I'll put some toast on" 
Stone shrugged his shoulders at Jerry as if to say "moms, what can you do?" 


Really, Stone was grateful his mom wasn't asking too many questions. There would come a time, and soon, that 


she would get suspicious. Probably when she discovered Jerry was sleeping in Stone's bed. 


The house was a ranch style bungalow, very cozy. Jerry noted the photos on the walls of Stone, the throw 
blankets tossed over the couch in an artful way, the decorative pillows, the angel figurines. He decided he liked 
Mrs. Gossard, she reminded him of his own mother. 


She led the way into the kitchen and started dishing out food for the two men. "So Stone, tell me everything. 
From the beginning." 


Shit, he thought. "Well, Sam and |, you know we moved to Colorado. When the cataclysm happened, | was outside 
and she was yelling at me to come in, to get to the basement immediately, when a gust blew a tree through 


the front door. | just watched my fiancee get impaled by a tree." He stopped, feeling the tears he'd been able 


to fight coming up to choke him in his throat. 


Mrs Gossard reached out to her son and gave him a squeeze. Jerry then spoke. "I lost my father and my 
lover in the storm, as well as my home. | was driving from Oklahoma when | found Stone in the makeshift 
shelter he had built from scavenged items. He told me what happened, and | said if he wanted, we could at 
least team up. Safety in numbers, you know. So we decided to head to Seattle. And | guess here we are." 


Mrs Gossard had a look in her eye, like she knew there was more to the story. Both attractive boys, sitting so 
close, the slight touches of the shoulder, the alignment of movement between them. If she didn't know better, 


she would swear-- 
"Wait a minute, young man. Tell the truth. The whole truth please." 


Stone froze, panic in his face. It was time to tell her, he supposed. He just wished he could swallow the bile 
rising in his throat. "Okay, fine mom. I'm not gay. l'm bisexual. | like men and women. | ran away with Sam 
because | was afraid of confronting my truth, that | wanted a man. | figured getting away from here would 
change things. Make me straight. | don't know." He laid his head in his hands, ashamed of having to come out 
like this. 


"And you, Jerry? Are you involved with my son?" 


"With all due respect, Mrs Gossard, your son and | have been spending a lot of time together. It just sort of 
happened. And truthfully, | don't regret it" Jerry spoke honestly. 


"Very well then. We will just have to keep this between us. Stone, leave your father out of it. He can't-its 
easier if he doesn't know. Jerry, honey, you are welcome to sleep in the guestroom. | would prefer you stay 


out of Stone's bed until you find another place to stay." Mrs Gossard said finally. 


Stone exhaled as if he had been holding his breath the entire time. That went better than he could have 
expected. They would just have to be sneaky if they were going to sleep together. Easy, right? Sure. 


He laughed to himself. Anything was easy when you survived the storm of a lifetime. 


Who Gets Mystified? 


Author's Notes: 
Maybe Jerry will eventually calm down, but for now I'm enjoying making him tormented and angsty. 
Again, | know nothing about Stone's parents or the house he grew up in. This is all conjecture. 


Chap title from "Outshined" by Soundgarden 


The first evening at Stone's parents place went smoothly enough. His mom was a great cook and his dad was 
pretty quiet. Jerry had the sneaking suspicion that despite Stone's mom wanting to keep it a secret that they 
were together, that Stone's dad still got the general idea of what was going on. He wanted to respect their 
wishes, but he also wanted to continue living. He and Stone agreed that as long as they were quiet about it, and 
Jerry didn't fall asleep in Stone's bed, that they could continue fucking late at night. It was definitely going to 
be a weird situation, but at least they could make it work for a short time until they found another 


arrangement. 


After dinner, Jerry offered to help clean up, much to Mrs. Gossard's thanks. He helped get the dishes washed 
and wiped the table. Stone watched this with a slight smile. Jerry was definitely the domestic type. 


And the type to wife up. 
Shut up, dammit. 


Truthfully he had thought about long term arrangements with Jerry but since Jerry wasn't acknowledging 
anything further than what was in front of him, he kept those thoughts to himself. Not that he hadn't 
pictured Jerry in lingerie, in a skirt, in a thong, in heels. Jerry as his sexy wifey. The thought made him hard 
as a rock. He would have to see what he could do about that particular fantasy. 


For the time being, his mom was being helpful and kind, and he prayed it would last. 


Mrs Gossard dug into the linen closet and produced a blanket and clean pillows for the guest bed. She offered 
them to Jerry, who was grateful for her hospitality. Then she announced she was going to bed, and soon after 
her husband followed. He kept looking at Jerry as if expecting him to kiss his son in front of him. When Jerry 
didn't, he decided things were fine and went to bed. 


"So, you wanna watch a movie or something?" Stone asked. 


Jerry shrugged. He figured they could waste time watching something and then go to the bedroom. So Stone 
found an old VHS copy of Nightmare on Elm Street and settled on the couch with Jerry. After two hours of 


watching Freddy Kreuger getting bested by a group of teenagers, and then not so subtely prove he couldn't die 
at the end, Stone yawned and put his arm around Jerry. 


Jerry took Stone's face in his hands and kissed him full on the mouth. Opening wider for Stone's tongue, Jerry 
started groaning into Stone's mouth, feeling shock waves going all the way down his body and settling into his 
groin He could tell Stone was feeling the same, because they decided it was safer to get behind closed doors 


as soon as possible. 


Stone walked by his parents room, listening intently to be sure they were both asleep. Being reassured by the 
sound of deep, even breathing, he motioned to Jerry to his room, at the end of the hallway. He opened the 

door and breathed in the scent of familiarity, something he had seen precious little of lately. But Jerry. Jerry 
was familiar. Jerry was safe. Jerry and his tongue, his hands, his gorgeous cock. Jerry was the most beautiful 


man he had ever laid eyes on, and his body responded well to the idea of what was going to happen. 


Crossing the room, Jerry joined Stone on the bed, pinning his wrists to the mattress. Stone loved it when Jerry 
dominated. It made him feel safe. Sometime he would love to return the favor. He would have to bring it up 
later about his ideas of making Jerry his pretty wife. Moving slowly against Stone's body, Jerry rubbed his 
cock against Stone's, stopping every so often to kiss him. Tonight was going to be a good slow fuck. They both 
were keyed up in knots, and slow, man on man sex was exactly what they both needed to ease the tension 


Jerry could see Stone hadn't redecorated the place since he was probably lb, and that was fine with Jerry. It 


endeared him to Stone. 


Stone was also becoming his safe haven. After all they had been through in the last few months, they both 
needed a safe place to fall. 
When he entered Stone, Stone's eyes brimmed with tears. It was such a beautiful, emotional moment that he 


couldn't help but get choked up. They needed each other. They were both falling. They just both prayed that 
they could catch each other. 


It was clear that this wasn't just sex. It was more. Their bodies moved in familiar rhythm, bringing them 
closer to easing that tension. There was a fire burning that only their bodies could quench for each other. And 
when it happened, when the dam broke and they both came into each other, crashing hard and fast, they held 
each other for what seemed like a lifetime afterward. Their breathing became even and their heartbeats 


slowed. 


And then Stone blurted it out. "I love you.” 


Jerry stared, shocked but not surprised. He tried to find the words, tried to form them with his lips, but his 
voice died in his throat. Instead, he kissed Stone quickly and hurried into the guest bedroom to be alone with 
his thoughts and fears. 


Searchlight Soul 


Author's Notes: 
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Title of chapter from Fell on Black Days, by Soundgarden. 


The next morning dawned grey and rainy, much like Stone's feelings. He was upset with himself for saying the 
words, knowing Jerry wasn't ready. What an idiot he was, what was he thinking? Well, he wasn't. He was basking 
in the afterglow of sex and his brain wasn't connected to his mouth. As he got out of bed and pulled his 
clothes on, he kept playing the scene over and over in his mind. He just hoped Jerry would talk to him. 


Walking into the kitchen, he saw Jerry sitting at the table. His hair was messy, he was still wearing a bathrobe, 
and Stone felt guilty again just for making Jerry so uncomfortable. If he thought more with his brain than his 
dick, he might make it further in life. 


"Morning," Jerry mumbled, still nursing a cup of coffee from the Gossard's Keurig. Stone had never really been 
fond of coffee, but then he never really smoked or drank either, and he'd been doing a lot of that since he and 
Jerry met. He decided to pour himself a cup and seated himself at the table next to Jerry. 


Silence. 
Jerry made to get up, but Stone was quicker. 
"Can we talk about this?" 


"What's to say? You know how | feel about rushing into this. | can't deny my feelings, but I'm not ready to say 


the words. | don't know if | can, anyway." 


A look of hurt crossed Stone's features, turning his beautiful eyes a stormy grey color. "If we can't talk about 
it now, Jerry, when the hell are we going to be able to talk about it? | tried to push the words down but they 


still came! | can't help it, man" 


"Preferably not at your parents' house, preferably not after we had sex! Do you know what happens to people 
the first time they say those words after fucking? Normally they change their minds after their hormones 
calm down! Don't play me, Stone, " Jerry raised his voice as he spoke. Stone flinched, the words cutting like 


knives into his heart. 


"Well, its clear that you don't feel the same, if you want to hurt me so bad," Stone bit back A look of anger 


flashed across Jerry's green eyes. And was replaced by pain 


"Don't talk about hurt. This isn't a contest. We've both had more than our share of pain. We've both lost so 
much. | don't want to lose you so quick | just can't reciprocate the words right now. I'm sorry, Stone." And 
with that, Jerry did get up from the table and disappeared into the guestroom. He returned a few moments 


later, clothes on, shoes tied. 
‘lm going to go stay with Ed. | text him, he said it was fine. I'll see you around, Gossard." 


And then Jerry Cantrell walked out of the kitchen, through the front room, and slammed the door, out of 


Stone Gossard's life. 


You Stare at Me 
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Chap title from Jesus Christ Pose by Soundgarden 


The next few days passed by in a blur. At first, Stone was too shocked to feel emotion. Slowly the shock 
turned into anger, and the anger faded into determination Not to win Jerry back, but to carve out a life that 
was similar to the one he had previously left behind. This was solidified in his mind when his mom asked what 
happened to Jerry, and all Stone could do is tell her they had an argument and he left. He didn't want to get 


into it with her, it was draining enough to have it constantly rolling around in his head. 


He decided to find Matt and talk to him. If nothing else, to clear the air. He owed Matt at least that much. He 
HAD left in much the same way Jerry did, and he now knew that it didnt feel too good. If Matt was willing to 
forgive him-well, Stone wasn't ready to decide what he was going to do yet. He supposed taking a wait and see 


approach would suffice. 


He decided to take a quick shower and pull on a black tshirt and ripped jeans with his Doc Marten boots. He 
borrowed his mother's car to pay Matt a visit. He remembered the place well. Though clearly damaged by wind 
and rain, it was the same apartment building he had escaped from two years prior. 


He got out of the car after a few minutes of hesitation and walked up to Matt's front door. Not sure what 
Matt would do when he saw him, he just hoped Matt would let him speak his piece before he slammed the 
door in his face. 

Footsteps behind the door and a male voice shouting "I'm coming!" were heard, and then Matt Cameron opened 
the door and stared at the man who broke his heart and left without a word. His blonde hair was longer, but 
those were the same blue eyes that once stared at Stone's in total release and trust. Matt made to slam the 


door in Stone's face, but Stone caught the door and said, "wait. | need to talk to you." 


"Fine. But | have nothing to say so make it quick" Matts reply was snappy and had a slight air of hurt. Why 


was Stone intruding on him now, not any time in the last two years when he could have explained himself. 
"Okay, listen. | was an idiot." Matt's face made it very clear that he agreed with Stone on that statement. 
"And, l'm sorry. | hurt you. That was stupid of me. | was afraid of myself and what | was feeling, and well, I've 
lost two people very dear to me lately, and with the state of the world now and what has happened, | just 


needed to talk to you. Life is too short, you know?" 


Matt stood aside so Stone could enter his apartment. He gestured to the couch and asked Stone to have a 


seat. "Man, things are so different now. Even if | forgave you, what makes you think | want you back in my 


bed?" 


| know, and that's not what im expecting. | don't need to be in anyone's bed. | need to just make amends and let 


you know I'm still open to whatever, if you want. But | expect nothing and know | deserve nothing." 
"That's fair. You want a beer?" Matt asked as he made his way into the kitchen 
"Sure," Stone said. At least at this point he knew Matt wasn't angry with him. Small favors and all that. 


Matt returned from the kitchen, beers in hand, and gave one to Stone. Sitting in an arm chair, he popped open 


the beer and took a pull from the bottle. 


"I figured you ran because you were worried about your family, but you could have said something. Anything. 
Instead | didn't know a damn thing for almost a year, when Ed told me you took off with a girl. | was hurt, 
Stone. | didn't have anything to say to you if | ever saw you again And then, well, the event happened and | 
tried to let go of my anger. Life is short, as you said, and anger can really muck up everything. | guess | loved 


you, had loved you for a long time even before we hooked up, and that's why | took it so personally." 


Stone took all this in, realizing that Matt was offering him an olive branch. He decided to take it. "So, where 
does that leave us, then?" he asked. 


Matt took a deep breath, then continued. "| guess we can play the wait and see game. | really don't know. | don't 


want to make any hard and fast decisions. But if you're up for it, we can try again" 


Without warning, Matt crossed the room and took Stone's face in his hands, cradling him. "Look into my eyes, 
Stone. Do you want me?" 

"Oh god, yes Matt. | missed you." 

"Good, come on," and Matt grabbed Stone's hand and led him to the bedroom. 


The sex was a small part of it, but it was an intense part. Looking into Matt's eyes, Stone knew he couldn't live 
this lie anymore. But he was still running from it. It was too painful to bear. And as much as it broke his heart 
to break Matt's, he knew in order to make things as right as they were going to be that he would have to 
run. Matt was inside him, taking him to the heights of pleasure, pulling his hair and screaming his name. "I love 
you Stone!" he blurted out. Stone froze. 


After flashing back in his brain to the last time he and Matt had been together, it all made sense. Jerry had 
done the same to him as he had done to Matt. "Oh god, | fucked up." 


"What?" came Matt's confused voice. Stone realized he had spoken the words out loud. 


"Nothing, just fuck me, Matt." Stone said. 


Matt sighed, then continued. He was hard as a rock anyway. 


